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What was that? Did that just happen? It did! ft didn't I can't be sure. 
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[Perche d in the middle o f a creek, stacking stones , wailing tor the 
[mushrooms to kick in. A m I still wai ting? Leech insects cling tight 
[to rocks and r efuse to dislodge. Was h it in the water and if it co me: 
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most definitely stone L Cap stone. Wi th each removed rock, c reate a 

^ew^tream for water to How. Leave nonoot^rint^n^!S 
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Ernie calls over. Foun d a lizard egg. Open t o reveal t wo newborn! 
spirit guides. (La ter, the P hilipina will teac h us that these can 
roasted and eat en.) Ernie depa rts, l eaving me to wad e the wal 
alone. Step on rocks with some part abo^^esurf^e_Aslongas] 
| the to p is dry, you can balance on it Just try to top^a]ance< 
H"^^Sthin^ take the three inch drop. 
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Cross a frog and turn h im to stone with the psilocybin curse. New 
spirit guide Stepping ston es en d — take the bank from here. Ifs] 
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^^ Fire! a pair of barbarians, I or somejeason they run about like 
^ I madmen and sha ke at the trees. Rush f rom one trunk toairother 

' Hang on and shake Like in a tran ce. "We shake-eh de trees alii 
W- day. W e shake-eh de trees and the watch falls. We 
• shoudi from the leave wateh. We be shake-eh 



jinen who shake-eh de trees" I Jc babbles on like aTrenzi 
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[Years later Explorers p u sh deep into the fores nai 

[Civilizations past, manhole pro truding from the water, Garba 

floats b y and h angs ar ound l ike the sewer 's the dealer iiack orTm aTl 
I mil again. L Yo, 1 go t that 7/11 cup. 1 know you ain't never had that 
7/11 cup before. This some upstream shit Youknow^of^* 
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Throwing himself at trees con vulsing with a wrath borne deep! 
ijnjhehuman nature better di sguised inTTenoftas l tel?n?n»ti 
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Indeed a frtter angst I cry,, but muffled to repression, 
A futile, endless search for peace in infinite regression, 



Back down, back down the mountainsides a nervous waiting station 
WHere ( situpor\ the bench looking left to right in repetition, 



"Ego, ergo, sun*. Rena-vati~om." 
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Existing m a. chaotic ajly convoluted, albeit purpose-laden union 

They pass without a glance askance, wrapped in thtrir commun/on 
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